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after Laving been at school here three days, and how his companions, having stoned their master's lapdog to death, forced him to eat it uncooked! "1
"Portishead, Nov. 10. How often I have thought of my mother when sitting here in the little bow-window, surrounded by the quaint pictures and china, and the old furniture. Miss Boyle 2 is in her great chair, her white hair brushed back over her forehead. The Channel is a dull lead-colour, and the Welsh mountains are half shrouded in clouds, but every now and then comes out one of those long gleams and lines of light which are so characteristic of this place. The day I arrived, a worn-out clockmaker and a retired architect came to spend the evening and read Shakspeare, and Miss Boyle made herself quite as charming to them as she has doubtless been all summer to the archduchesses and princesses with whom she has been staying in Germany. The next day we went to Clevedon, and saw the old cruciform church above the sea, celebrated in c In" Memoriam,' where Arthur Hallam and his brothers and sisters are buried. From the knoll above was a lovely view of the church — immediately below was a precipice with the white breakers at the bottom, which beyond the church ripple up into two little sandy bays: in the distance, the Welsh mountains, instead of blue, were the most delicate green. We returned by Clapton, where, beside an ancient manor-house, is a little church upon a hill, with a group of old yew-trees."
" Oxford, Nov. 15. On Monday, Miss Boyle came in my fly to Bristol, her mission being to break a man she had met with of drunkenness, having made a promise to his wife that she would save him. She said that she had shut
1	"Quite untrue, probably." —Note by the Dean of Llandaff, for
merly head-master of Harrow, who read this in MS.
2	Hon. Carolina Courtenay Boyle.

